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SCORE 5

TO GO!
Chinese Soothsayer's Prediction
That the Former Miss Gwyn
Would Marry Seven Times and
in the End Learn True Love, Is

Being Brought to Pass by Her
Progressive Matrimony Program.

BT W1XIFRED TAX DVZER.

guards his secret.

LOVE From the beginning of the ages men and
maids hare struggled toward his meaning; they
have bartered hope and happiness and flower-fragra- nt

past and dream-gilde- d future for Just a little
knowledge. And Love has hidden bis heart In a red
rose and smiled with lips inscrutable aa the mystery of
life.

And now has Fate, clad In black like the shadow of
the unknown, met Beauty. And Fate's midnight gase- - has
burned Into Beauty's eyes, saffron as autumn leaves, and
whispered a promise; the promise of revelation.

"Thou shalt know!" warned the solemn voice, "Daugh-
ter it is thy destiny! Venus guides thee; Into the world
thou art to find the soul of the greatest emotion. Seven
times must thou die and be reborn: death the sinking of
thyself into another life, rebirth the returning conscious-
ness of thine own ego! Thou shalt love and be beloved
of seven husbands; in the end shalt beat in thy being
the understanding of that which is greater than time
and eternity and life and death. It Is my
prophecy!"

Is the prophecy working true? Out of the
morning twilight, which was the future, four hus-
bands have come and loved and been beloved and
slipped into the evening twilight, which is the
past. And in the blazing noon of the present
stands the fifth, loving and beloved, waiting to
absorb the life of Beauty into his own. Is he
Indeed the fifth experience of the seven
that Fate promised? Now when the
world has grown so prosaic that it loves
figures standing evenly in a row more
than sentiment, are there to be two more
experiences to show her the secret that
in truth guides the fashioning pen up and down the row
where the figures stand most evenly?

Is Love to succumb at last to the promise of Fate and
the light in autumn-hue- d eyes?

Beauty, whose other name is Nance Gwyn. reclined
like a modernized Venus in froth of lingerie on the bil-
lowing tops of sofa-pillow- s, tactfully arranged. Her eyes
are oval; long toward the temples with lids that droop,
screening shadows of emotion with fascinating remoteness.'
Lights play through the saffron shades; flecks of fire like
the shadow of the sun in secret places. And like autumn
leaves they suggest memories of gentle, youthful, inno-
cent spring; of gliding transition; of d, sensual- -
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lipped crimson summer kisses; of the
SJbtle whisper of September which
brings wisdom. They are topaz-lid- s of
a Pandora box. holding unguessed pos-

sibilities and always mystery and de-

light.
Nance Gwyn's hair Is saffron, like her

eyes. Every shining wave la a separate
Invitation; little snaring tendrils curl
over the back of ber firm, strong neck.
Her hands taper to pink-tippe- d points:
her tiny feet were surely arched round
an inverted U. Every serpentine, un-

dulating line of her holds the Innate
grace of the dancer who dances for love
of rhythm and for necessity of expres-
sion.

la Love, through the medium of seven
husbands, to whisper to the most daring
of American dancers the secret of his
existence?

She reclined on the softest pillows of
the softest divan In her New York
studio and covered the edge of a Cu-
pid w yawn.

"Maybe it' true!" said she. After
which lights flecked the saffron and her

ttle teeth flashed a smile.
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"Sounds kind of like a rain check,
doesn't it aow? 'Specially as my fiance's
number is 5. Though maybe the old
geek in the black nightie didn't slip
it straight. He turned up in

said he was for fate
or somebody. Promised me a

name and a husband I could
love when the smoke had cleared. Said
I was put Into the world to learn the
secret of love. quite a crowd
of young men and women and men and
women not so young are holding their
breath till they see what I find out

"Maybe Janii Scbarzidi was right. He
was spooky enough to maintain tele-
phone with heaven and hell.
Can't say whether it's taking or not
yet. But here's my word
that I feel a lot more knowing than I
did that day in I was on
my first trip then.

It was very recently that Mrs. Evelyn
Simmons of L. I., an-

nounced the of the eccen-
tric and dancer, who la her
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sister It wasn't part of the announce
ment, but word went out that Collins
Sutor Hill of Cape Town, Africa, is a
retired mining operator of Independent
wealth. Other word went out that the
very sound "stage" makes him ill, and
that even ballroom dancing excites his
sternest disapproval. And went round
the memory of a party that Edmund
Russell gave in his oriental studio three
years back; a party attended by 600 or
more guests, many of whom wrote
"princess," "count," "marquise" and
such things before their names and at
which Gaby Deslys. .Beatrice Lovera and
Nance Gwyn executed poses and steps
that caused the less daringly artistic to
gasp for air. The feature of the enter-
tainment was the rose-leav- es dance by
Miss Gwyn which she executed In filmy
lavender and ahowering leaves. Went
round the memory and a smile.

Nance Gwyn poked the pink tip of
her tongue at the smile. "Mean
things!" she pouted. "They don't seem
to understand that this is different!
Jnst to show how different it Is there's
my engagement present not a thread-
bare old solitaire at all but a pair of
dogs, darling Pekinese. They are Prin-
cess Fill and Princess Tzn. They are
twins. And they look so much alike
that Flfl must wear a coronet set with
an Immense turquoise and Tzu must
wear a diamond bracelet so that I can
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tell them apart. Their Jewels are won-

derful!
"We won't have an engagement party.

The Idea of champagne, ana there's no
such thing as a party without It, makes
me sick. I have given away all my danc-

ing costumes and Jewels. . World cap-

itals will see me no more. 1 am serious
at last for I am convinced that he is
the only man that ever understood me.

"If this Is to be only another exper-

iencethe fifth, like the soothsayer said
It will at least give me the knowledge

of being a serious wife.
"We learn." she said fatalistically

"Honestly now, I believe I've learned
from each!"...

Nance Gwyn's learning began about
twelve years ago when she married
David Stuart.

"I was a mere infant," she grieved,
"the wedding took place a whole month
before my sixteenth birthday! He was
a friend of my brother and I was en-

gaged to three of his chnms before I

married him. My grandfather died and
left $60,000 to be given to me on my
wedding day. I wanted to travel, and
so I married David and we started round
the world on our honeymoon.

Janii Scharildt stood In the middle
of a bazar In Hongkong. He was the
one somber note In the fanfare of
noise and color; his long black robe
and black turban set him apart, be
seemed mysterious and alien. His face
was dark brown, for he was a foil
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blooded Hindoo and he had the whitest
teeth I have ever seen.

"He didn't carry a crystal or sand-
bag. He Just studied my hand and
looked down into my eyes with his
strange gleaming ones: looked right
through my being. Then he made his
prophesy :

"My daughter, you were put into
the world to discover the secret of
love, the true inner meaning of the
greatest emotion. Venus is your guid-
ing star. You will love and be loved
many times. You will marry seven
husbands and only in the seventh
will you find the joy and peace your
heart is seeking. To no one of the
others will your nature respond per-

fectly. You are one of the few who
uill learn what love really is, and
tou will find at last that it is more
of the mind than of the material
body.''
"He said It so slowly and Impressive-

ly that I've always remembered." said
Nance Gwyn soberly. "I laughed then.
But It was partly at David. He was so
angry. He grabbed my arm and rushed
me out of the bazar and back to the
hotel. "I'd like to see you with any
husband but me,' he roared. Two
months later the poor boy was dead.
And I learned from him!"

The next matrimonial experience
wasn't of so much importance because
of ita brevity. Miss Gwyn said.

"I married Eric Traffordwyr because
he said somebody ought to take care
of me. I sort of thought so too. And
when he died I remembered that old
prophet's remarks and made up my
mind I'd never marry again. I seemed
to be a hoodoo on husbands. Eric knew
about the prophecy, but he said he
didn't mind. He waa a dear, too. I
learned from him!"

The beginning of the third venture
was on a liner bound Tor Australia.
Thomas Caffrey, an Irishman, was his
name.

"I said, half In Joke, 'If I ever marry
anybody I'll marry you.' For two years
he followed me over the world on the
strength of that idle remark. I simply
had to reward such perseverance.

"I was divorced from him. I'm aw-
fully careless about money matters, and
he Just couldn't get used to me. I
learned a lot from him!"

Husband or experience No. 4 was
Charles Rotner Williams, former British
army officer and London art dealer. And
Englishmen are Just perfectly dreadful
persons to marry, according to the little
lady with the marrying habit.

"Anything on earth he'll do for you
before be gets you, bat afterward he
thinks It's enough to give yon two black
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dresses and the honor of being his wife.
I have a baby daughter as the result of
the last marriage. The Hindoo prophe-
sied that I'd have three, but I'd like
about fifty. None of my husbands has
cared for children, and I positively will
not marry another man who isn't de-

voted to them."
Miss Gwyn agreed to accept $33. ""O

in lieu of permanent alimony at the
time of her divorce from Williams.

"But I learned from him." she

It was after her divorce last ear that
Nance Gwyn set forth a list of specifi-
cations for No. 5.

"My ideal husband is an Ameri-

can," she said. "By profession he's
an author, with an income of $?0.000
a year. He is a brunette. He uon't
wear lavender ties and hr will al-

ii ays have his shoes polished He
mustn't hate a grouch in the morn,
ing. He must love me and he must
love children."
"Collins Sntor Hill," she explained

after the announcement of her last en-
gagement. "Is the son of an American
who married a Spanish lady. He ia
thirty-fiv- e, delightfully dark, and an
amateur boxer. He Is famed in the
clubs of Cape Town and South Africa "

Hill's photo bears a striking resemblance
to a noted opera tenor.

Reclining on the d billows
of sofa-pillow- s, with lights playing
through the saffron ovals of her evts.
Mrs. Nance

admitted that life for her Is
Just one husband after another.

"The business of wiflng swallows up
most of my time," she said regretfully,
"and that fatalistic old spook said I'd
never be satisfied nntil I met up with
No. 7. 'Only in the seventh will you
find the Joy and peace your heart is
seeking; to no one of the others will
your nature respond perfectly,' waa
what he said. So why worry? It looks
as though destiny had things all worked
out for me; as though every one of the
preliminary husbands would have to be
worked off the docket before No. 7 can
be reached. Remembering what my
name has been is my greatest concern In
moments agone.

"And there's always a chance that the
prophecy wasn't true. Each final one
may be perfection Itself. Mr. Hill is
Mr. Rightman. perhaps, spite of ghosts
and hobgoblins.

"Anyway. I expect to learn from html"


